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I think that Algernon Swinburne was the most
extraordinary. It is therefore needless to excuse
the length of the essay with which this volume
opens. Hitherto little that is trustworthy has been
published about this amazing man, around whose
career a good deal of legend has at one time or
another crystallised. He was so much of a hermit
of late years that curiosity has been glad to satisfy
itself with tales which were picturesque although
they were unfounded. I hope to start the work,
which others will continue and make perfect, of
preserving the true features of Swinburne as a poet
and as a person. My recollections of his person
and character are limited and imperfect, and no one
is more conscious of their imperfection than I am ;
but so far as I can ensure fidelity to the truth, they
are true; and I cannot help hoping that they will
be of service to those, perhaps still unborn, who
will elaborate the final portrait. Whatever vicis-
situdes of taste our literature may undergo, one
thing appears to me absolutely certain, that Swin-
burne will end by taking his place as one of the few
unchallenged Immortals, about whose personal and
intellectual habits no faithful record is unwelcome.
In"Festus" Bailey and "Orion" Home we have
typical products of the transitional period between
Shelley and Keats on the one hand and Tennyson
and Browning on the other. , Those who had an
opportunity of conversing with these interesting
and pathetic figures in their old age are growing
rare, while no life of either of them has appeared